TARIM  REVISITED

Hadhramaut, being the only person who can put the cars together again
when they have been brought up from the coast. We were followed by_
Hassan Shaibi, the secretary-teacher cum perfect buder we had met on our
previous visit to Tarim, in a two-seater. We frequently had to diverge
sEghtly from the track in order to avoid large stones pkced on the road by
beduin who maintain an active dislike of modern methods of transport.
The tribesman's prejudice against the motor car is not simply mere conserva-
tism but a dread that motor transport may oust the camel and thus deprive
him of his livelihood.

It was already dark by the time we reached the wadis in which we had
stuck on our return from Tarim in November, but there was no difficulty
now as the wadis were dry. Once more we found ourselves waiting in a
car for the gates of Tarim to be opened, then, driving past the cemetery and
along familiar roads we came "to Seiyid 'Umar's house, but this time all
,was in darkness save for the feint glow of a lamp shining through the
coloured panes of a side window. No one was about, the doors were shut.
For some time the driver hooted, but all we could hear in response was a
child's voice reading aloud on one shrill note. At length a face appeared
at the lighted window and our driver shouted that we were in the car. He
was asked to go up, for, as we were told later, Seiyid 'Umar did not believe
him, not having expected us to arrive for another four or five days at least.

He came out at once to welcome us, and there were apologies from us
for our unannounced arrival and from him because everything was not
ready. However, it was all the more delightful for we felt as if we had
stepped into a home instead of a formal guest-house. Tea was brought
and towels and soap and we were invited to wash and refresh ourselves.
We were more than ready for dinner. With the exception of a little
tinned fruit which we had eaten in the Wadi Ser,_we had had nothing to
eat since breakfast at Qubhudh, and Qubhudh seemed now not only miles
away but almost in another life.

It was a delicious meal, with plenty of good things such as chopped
vegetable salads, pieces of meat cooked in a variety of ways with a variety
of sauces and fried eggs, but as no special preparations had been possible
it was homely and unpretentious. We felt a grek deal better when we
left the table to drink coffee in the drawing-room and talk awhile. I thought
longingly of a comfortable bed, but was completely overcome to find it
furnished with pink crepe-de-chine sheets, a luxury which I had always
imagined to be a prerogative of the most expensive actresses.
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